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mouth, he wore a loud multicolored tie and carried a
straw hat. He was interested in me because of the shoul-
der badge on my uniform, which read BRITISH WAR
CORRESPONDENT. But my swarthy complexion and my
un-English features bothered him somewhat. I told
him I was an Indian. He pulled his cigar out of his
mouth, put out his hand and said, (i\Ve like Indians
out here. You're okay." He spoiled the welcome by pro-
ceeding to tell me who he was. He was a vice-president
of a company. He said he knew a man in India, but he
couldn't remember the name. One day he was going
"out there'* when he had the time.
More simple, more naive and more colorful was my
conversation with a burly Negro on Fifth Avenue the
day after I arrived in New York, I had always wanted
to hear first-hand a Negro say "Yeah, man/1 just as they
said it in the movies. As I walked down the avenue I
saw him right in the flesh, so I stopped him and asked,
"Excuse me, could you direct me to Fifth Avenue?"
He looked at me somewhat perplexed, then looked
around and took his bearing. Then he said, "Yeah,
man, this sho* is Fif Avenoo. No kiddinY*
He took another look at me, summed me up as a
stranger and added, "You kinda noo to this place?*'
I told him that I was from India and that I had just
arrived.
In an unforgettable, almost soprano voice he ex-
claimed, "You don* say!" He put out his hand and
added, "I sho* welcome yoo to mah country/*
Shades of Lincoln, I thought. All this colorful blend-
ing into the same pattern of American democracy and
freedom was fascinating for an Indian to watch. La
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